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 A sudden slam vibrated across the lockers, ringing like a symphony 
of  trashcans.  It jarred my head, tearing my mind from my sketches.  Then 
she appeared, this creature cloaked in black and painted in white.  She sat 
down beside my locker, the color of  mustard smeared across the floor from 
a lunchtime brawl.  Violet hair fell in her face, long and wavy, swirling around 
her shoulders.  Her eyes, like emerald embers, stared at me through the jungle 
of  curls and colors.  I dropped my pencil, and it rolled right into her hand.  
She handed it back while I just stared.  
 Lily spent the next hour with me, sitting by those lockers, staring 
at me while I sketched.  We barely talked; she just watched me and waited 
until I would glance her way to faintly smile.  This happened every day.  Our 
exchange of  words increased with each encounter until I knew every facet 
of  her life.  A middle child raised by her Russian mom, her whole life was 
consumed by suffering from obsessive-compulsive disorder and depression.  
She was a loner, but more often I think she was just lonely.   
 Lily would have at least four books of  plays in her bag at all times.  
Hamlet and Antony and Cleopatra were among her favorites.  Whenever she 
took to the stage, her face would glow with a desire to perform, tricking the 
universe into believing her character was real.  But truthfully, she would act 
to trick herself.  When she went on stage, it wasn’t in front of  the student 
body or row after row of  soccer moms and bored siblings.  It was in front 
of  herself  and every mask she had ever worn.  She would stare them down, 
facing every smirk, sneer, and vacant smile.  Her very life was the play, and 
she crafted her costume with the utmost devotion.  The mask she forged was 
so smooth I couldn’t tell where it started and ended on her body.  Maybe she 
fashioned armor as well, melding with the mask to form an invincible suit of  
armor.  And the costume never came off  because she never stopped acting.
     When the school was finally empty, Lily and I would sneak into the 
auditorium to perform on stage.  Singing, dancing, reciting poetry, whatever 
we wanted our audience to experience.  We would even practice our finger 
painting, covering the stage in sheets of  canvas and containers of  brightly 
colored paints.  Our prints of  red and blue dripped down the canvas, my 
hand the exact same size as hers.  Once she even came onto the stage with 
nothing but a sheet draped around her shoulders.  She fell to the floor and 
cried out mangled lines of  Sylvia Plath’s Tale of  a Tub.  I thought she was 
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simply acting.
     She would always drag me out into the rain.  It fell on her somber face, 
washing away her mascara.  Drops of  blue would streak down her cheeks, 
staining her white mask.  She never seemed to falter in front of  me.  We 
often talked about the demons lurking within, the fears and obsessions that 
followed close behind in their shadows.  But I knew that Lily’s eyes could 
never have that final look of  desperation when courage is gone.  She would 
just keep going, flowing and streaming like the water down her face.  No 
matter how close we became, Lily never let me see her outside of  school. She 
never said why; she didn’t have to.  I don’t think she could keep the charade 
going for any longer than she already did.  Even around me she still wore 
that mask.  To see her even more would either require more strength or 
abandoning the performance.  Neither were options, so I let it go.  
     One morning, I met Lily early at school to work on an art project.  She 
wanted to use the studio before anyone else arrived.  She suddenly started 
sprinting toward the pool.  I ran after her, knowing we were going to get 
busted.  The pool was off  limits to everyone outside of  gym class, unless of  
course you were a member of  the elite swim team.  Their wet swimsuits were 
strung all over the locker room, a maze of  blue and gold I frantically dashed 
through after Lily.  We approached the pool slowly, neither of  us knowing 
how to swim.  The wildcat glared at us from the bottom of  the pool, his 
painted image moving with the chlorine waves.  She grabbed my hand and 
pulled me to the edge.  My hesitation put doubt in her mind, and I felt her 
tug her hand away from mine.  She smiled, closed her eyes, and fell backward 
into the water.  That placid smile was still plastered on her face when she 
crashed though the water. Seven feet, eight feet, her body drifted deeper and 
deeper.  Only when I managed to fish her out with a rope and life preserver 
did that smile dissolve from her face.  I had pulled her back from an edge 
that she was too comfortable with.  
     One day she didn’t show up at school.  I looked for her down the 
hallways, behind the theater stage, and around the pool.  She had vanished.  
Rain was crashing on the roof, and all I could hear was the constant thud 
of  drops in my skull.  I ran outside and saw Lily, slumped against the nets 
in the tennis court behind the school.  This time her face had lines of  red 
crawling down her neck and onto her chest from her mascara.  But red also 
pooled around her hands, clenched against the ground.  She wouldn’t look 
at me, not until I grabbed the knife from her hand.  In that moment, those 
eyes I thought I knew reflected back that final look of  desperation, a gaze I 
thought she was incapable of.  Courage stripped, overtaken by the demons 
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in her mind.  Yet she still didn’t cry, she didn’t need to, the rain was doing 
that for her.  That’s when I saw it, a slight crack upon her face.  The mask 
was breaking, and all it took was one slice to the wrist for the tremors inside 
to fracture the surface.  This time I sat down beside her and just stared for 
hours.  I took her hand, perfectly fitting into mine.  She was shivering, but 
not from the freezing rain.
     
     After that day, I never saw Lily again.  I scoured the halls for her 
throughout my sophomore year.  My junior year, I checked around from time 
to time, asking about the apparition with the violet hair.  Next year I was a 
senior, prepared to graduate and finally abandon that stage.  I thought I saw 
her once, on the tennis courts.  I ran there, my shoelaces slapping across the 
pavement with each step.  Tripping, I slammed against the chain link fence 
surrounding the empty courts.  I gripped the metal loops, staring down, too 
afraid to look up and see her again.  But my eyes fell upon nothing but a 
massive puddle, rippling from the drops of  rain that had started to fall.  I 
walked closer and stared back at my image, rippling.  And even though I 
felt like crying, I held it in.  The rain was pouring, and it streamed down my 
face, and I finally knew that Lily had evaporated, just like the puddle would 
tomorrow.
